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The Accident 


Author's Notes: 
Couldn't resist the idea, especially when it meant using this pairing. Sorry! -Should have three or four 
chapters. 


"You're...you're what?" Axl stared back and forth between the two, mouth open, eyes blank. 


Steven sucked on his lower lip for a minute, while Duff raised one eyebrow. Axl tried to ignore the way the 


bassist's hand rested on the drummer's shoulder. 

"Its like, not that bad," Steven said. "I mean, it doesn't change anything. We just thought you should know." 
Axl blinked. "You're fucking messing with me, right?" 

"Nah." 


He looked to Duff. 


Duff shrugged. "What do you want me to say, man? It's me and Steve. We're like, you know, a couple." 

"A couple." 

Steven grinned. "Come on, you should be happy for us. You've got Erin, right? So me and Duff got each other." 
Duff frowned "You can pretend we never said anything, if itll make you feel better.” 

Axl's jaw worked. A couple. A fucking couple. "So you fuckers are fags now. | don't believe you." 

Steven smiled wider. 


"IF is a joke," Axl accused. "Well, it's not fuckin’ funny. | don't have time for this. We have to get to sound 
check." 


"Whatever, man," Duff said. "Just thought you might want know. You know, rather than like, walk in on us doing 
the nasty." 


"You-" Words turned to a sputter, and he glared at them both. "You're serious? You're fucking honest-to-God 


serious?" His voice rose in pitch. 

Steven looked down, grin finally fading. "Hey, come on, Axl, its just a thing.” 

"A thing?" he hissed. "A thing! That fucking thing could get you kicked out of the band!" 

Duff's eyelids lowered. "You think so?" 

"What, you think | want a couple of fags in the band? Guns N' Posies? Think | want to deal with the headlines 
when some photographer catches you? And | mean-what the fuck? Seriously, what the fuck are you thinking? 
What did you, fucking spend too much time listening to Queen? Or is this just a fucking spur of the moment 
decision?" 

"We've been doing it almost a year." 


He stared at Duff, tried to stop staring and only ended up gaping. "A year?" 


He shrugged. "First it was just fucking, just once in a while, for fun Then it was like almost every day, and now 


we're just together." 


This was so, so, so not good. Axl had a headache, pounding behind his eyes. He rubbed his forehead, trying to 
make the ache go away. A public Manhattan bar was not the place to make a scene. Too many fucking vulture 


reporters. He'd just gotten past the whole "dog-killer" reputation 


"Just relax," Duff said, with an arm slung around Steven's shoulder’s, just like always, only now it seemed a lot 
different. "You can't change it, so chill." 


He glared at Duff until his headache went up a notch. Then he glared at Steven, who just smiled. It was a 
fucking conspiracy. Possibly mutiny. 


"Just wait," he hissed. "This is not fucking finished. We'll talk later." 

He turned on his heel and shoved back through the Saturday night bar crowd, toward the door. He wanted a 
drink, but that would ruin his voice for tonight. He wanted to hurt one of those bleached-blond clowns, but 
that, too, would jeopardize the performance, and they couldn't have that, could they? 

Lost in his thoughts, he slammed straight into the black-clad woman who back-stepped across his angry path. 
He hit her with a dull thwump, and her long, dark hair whiplashed across his eyes. He jumped back, wiping at 
his stinging eyes. "Watch it, bitch!" 


The woman turned on him with narrowed, annoyed eyes lined heavily in black "Watch it yourself. You ran into 


me. 

He glowered back at her, trying to decide if she looked familiar. Her dress stood out like a red flag in a bull 
pen, black and feathery, gothic against the skimpy attire of all the other women. "What the fuck ever, 
Morticia," he snarled. "Just move." 

One brow lifted. "Oh, you." Lips curled into an amused sneer. "Pistols and Pansies, right?" 

His eyes widened in fury. God, word was spreading already. "And what are you, a Twilight Zone reject?," he 
hurled back at her. "Or didn't anybody tell you Halloween's over? Get the fuck out of my face bitch, before | 
send you back to the costume shop." 


The woman's eyes narrowed further. 


An arm slung around Axl's shoulders, and he jumped, whirling to glare at Duff. "Get the fuck off me,” he 
snapped, jerking away and rubbing at his arm where Duff had touched it. Poisonous, that touch. 


"Cool it, man," Duff muttered, glancing at the woman. "Hey, he didn't mean anything. He's just..Axl." 
"Duff, Axl!" Steven pushed his way toward them. "Where the fuck did you guys go?" 
"Hey," Axl warned, when he got too close. "You two just stay away from me. All you freaks just stay away." 


"Jesus, Axl" Duff scowled. "Its not contagious." 


"Up yours." His upped lip curled. "You'd probably like that" 
Darkness clouded Duff's face. 


The woman whistled softly. "You boys obviously need to work some shit out. And you-" She wagged a finger in 


Axl's face. "You need to learn some manners." 

This was so fucking not the time. "You gonna teach them to me?" he asked belligerently. "Cunt? Or are you in 
with their ass~fucker crowd? Pay a couple thousand bucks for a tit-job, so you can fuck around with our 
minds, fucking pervert." 

"Axl, you dumb fuck," Duff growled. 

The woman blinked, very slowly. 

All around them, people laughed and chattered in their little groups, downed beers and cocktails. 

"You know," she said. "I think | will teach you some manners. Because what you need, is to learn just how 
insignificant you are." A soft green light glowed from her eyes, growing stronger and brighter with each 


minute. 


"Miss Elvira?" Steven watched her with wide eyes. "Look, | know you're upset, but could you please not do 
anything too..you know? ‘Cause we kind of have a show tonight..." 


"Shhh," she hissed, holding out one hand, index finger pointed at Axl. Green light danced like lightning threads 


around the finger. “Don't break my concentration" 
Axts jaw dropped, face paling. "Uh..." Shit. He took a stumbling step back. "Look, I~" 
"Quiet" 

"Hey," Duff said. "Maybe we should just talk like normal" 

Green fire shot from her fingertip and slammed into Axis chest. 


Axl yelped and tried to jump, but the greenness paralyzed him. Exquisite electric pain shot through his body 


like a thousand tiny needles, and his vision went black. 
"Holy fuck!" Steven exploded, and Duff dropped his cigarette. 
"Shit," Duff said. "Holy-shit" 


Steven blinked. "Where did he go?" 


Elvira scowled down at the floor. "Look what you did. You made me lose my concentration” 
Slowly, Duff and Steven looked down. And met the saucer-wide green eyes of a red-orange..cat. 


"How's he supposed to learn humility like that?" Elvira threw up her hands. "Mouse! | was distinctly aiming for 
mouse!" 


"Wait," Duff said. "That can't be-" 
The cat turned in a small circle, lithe body twisting as it stared up. A loud, frightened merrow filled the air. 


"Axl?" Steven said. 


"Oh, well,” Elvira sighed, and shrugged with an elegantly overdone swish of her black gown. "You boys enjoy 
your pet" 


The Situation 


Author's Notes: 
Not good, | know, but | couldn't seem to make it feel right. And its wierd having two Stevens. 


"So," Slash said, glancing up from tuning his guitar as Duff and Steven entered the empty stage from the dark 
wing. "Would it be stupid to inquire if Axl is bothering to show up tonight?" He frowned. "And what's with the 


cat?" 


Steven hugged the orangey-red cat to his chest, ignoring the animal's angry hiss. "Its Axl" He grinned, seizing 
a furry paw and waving it in the air at Slash and Izzy. 


Slash shook his head, black curls swishing around his face, and turned back to his guitar. 


Duff sat heavily on an amp, crossing his arms over his chest. "He's not fucking joking. Elvira turned Axl into a 
goddamn fucking cat." 


Izzy stared at Duff with seemingly blank eyes. "Say what?" 

Duff scowled. "Stevie, kiss Axl." 

Obligingly, Steven lowered his head to drop a smacking kiss on the cat's head. There was an instant flurry of 
youling, flashing fur, and Steven howled, "Fuck!" and threw the cat. It landed on its feet and leaped instantly 


upward, taking shelter on a stack of Marshalls. It glared down at the bleeding drummer, back arched, hair on 


end. 
Its Axl," Duff said shortly. 


"Yeah. Sure." Slash set his guitar on the ground. "Because only Axl would have an aversion to being sucked on 


by Steven." 


Izzy watched the animal, eyes glittering. "Of course it's not Axl," he said, tone low but clear. "It has better 


pitch than Axl." 
The cat made a startled sound, as if drawing in a sharp breath. It glowered down at Izzy. 


"And," Izzy cooed, while the others stared, "Axl is an ugly, homophobic closet case with delusions of grandeur, 
who has nightmares about sucking Jon Bon Jovi's wiener and liking it." 


First the cat's eyes widened. Then they narrowed to blue-green slits of pure fury. It puffed up, slowly, slowly, 


like a bomb about to explode. A strange, low warbling growl came from its throat. 

Izzy tucked his chin down while his fingers sought out the strings of his guitar. ‘It's Axl" 
"That was good, man" Duff lit a cigarette. "Smart: 

Izzy didn't answer. 


"Hey." Slash stood up and stared at the cat. "Am | the only one finding this hard to believe? | mean, it's a 
fucking cat. What is this, an early Halloween prank?" 


Duff shrugged. "Ask Elvira." 
"And why the hell would Elvira turn Axl into a cat?" 


"He might have called her a cunt," Steven put in, wiping blood from the claw marks on his nose. "And she does 


kind of have that reputation” 

Slash sat again, reaching for the bottle of Jack beside his amp. "This is so fucked up. We've got a show to do’ 
"Hey!" a new voice called, deep and a little husky. "What the fuck are you guys doing sitting around? It's eight 
ten It's fucking show time. There's people starting a goddamn riot out there. Get up, move it, now. And where 
the fuck is your singer? | don't see a singer here. Don't bands usually have a singer? ‘Cause when they're 
opening for me, they damn well better. Where the fuck is Axl?" 

Slash downed a swallow of Jack and faced the Aerosmith frontman. "Axl's gonna be late" 

Tyler narrowed his eyes. "And why is that?" 

Slash rolled his eyes skyward 

"He's kind of lost," Duff said 

‘Lost 

"Yeah 

"Where?" 


"In New York," Steven put in. 


"We're -in- New York," the older Steven pointed out. His eyes had gone from narrow to wide, the bad kind of 
wide where you could see the whites of his eyes. "Why is Axl lost before a show?" 


"Well, see, me and Duff took him to a bar, and we kind of got split up, and we haven't seen him since." 

Tyler began to pace. The black and white tails of his one piece suit-suspiciously spandex looking—dragged on the 
floor. "Are you telling me," he said, hands clasped behind his back and one eyebrow raised, "that Axl is 
somewhere in the city, probably screwing some anonymous groupie, while he's supposed to be here, opening 
for the biggest rock band in the country?" 

"Umm, KISS-" Steven started. 

"Fuck KISS." He stopped pacing. "And where the hell did that come from?" 

"Well, | like them, you know-" 

"Not the fucking band. The cat. Where the fuck did the cat come from?" 

Duff glanced back at the cat. "We found it. After we lost Axl." 

Izzy snorted. 

"Jesus fucking Christ" Tyler sighed. "Okay. Okay, which one of you assholes can sing?" 

The cat meowed plaintively. 

"Yeah, besides that thing.” 

-Hisssss- 

‘Izzy sings," Duff volunteered. 

"So do you," Izzy muttered. 

"Look, | don't care how you sound, or whether or not you feel like it. Just get out there, all of you, and fucking 
do something. Guitar solos. Drum solos. Hideous off-key screeching. Bang on garbage cans. Just do something, 
so | can get fucking ready with some peace of mind." 


Slash sighed and stood, clinging to his guitar and his Jack. Izzy filed into line behind him. 


Tyler stopped and stared at the cat perched atop the amps. "Theresa won't let me have a cat. She thinks itll 
piss everywhere and steal the baby's breath." 


"Uhuh," Slash said. 


"She likes dogs." 

"Yeah." 

"lim taking the cat" 

"Wait" Slash blinked from behind his hair. "What?" 

"| said l'm taking the cat" 

"You can't," Duff started. "It's, ah, he's—" 

"Take it," Izzy said. 

Duff stared at him. "What the fuck? He can't." 

Izzy tucked his head down even further, lighting a cigarette. 
"Yeah," Slash agree slowly. "Take the cat, man. Cool." 


The cat stared down at them with wide green eyes, and backed to the edge of the stack of amps. A weird 
high-pitched growl crept from its throat. 


Tyler ignored the growling, stepped up to the edge of the amps, reaching up, and scooped the small animal up 
before it could protest further. "Good," he said. He ran a hand over its head, down its spine. "The last thing it 
needs is to be breathing in all the shit you fuckers put in the air.’ 


The cat twisted away, claws coming out. 


"Hey." Tyler grabbed it by the ruff of its neck, twisted his fingers into the skin there. "Be fucking nice. What'd 
you guys do, find the nastiest fucker on the street to bring back?" 


Slash shrugged. "He's a bastard" 

The cat hissed, fine lips drawn back over needle sharp teeth. A finger thwapped its tiny nose. It blinked 
"Hey" Steven grabbed Duff's arm. "Uh, what's going on? He can't-| mean-Axl-" 

"Shut up, Stevie" Duff slung a careless arm around his shoulders. 

ic 


"Shut up, Stevie. Let's go play.” 


The remaining four Gunners stood and stared as the Axl-cat was carried out of the room, their last view the 


sight of furiously wide green eyes. 


The Distress 


He was not a goddamn cat. 


He didn't know what the hell was going on, and he was so beyond fear it wasn't funny. He was tiny-tinier than 
usual-everyone was ignoring him, and he was ready to scratch the next person who tried to pick him up to 
ribbons. He could see in the near dark of the room-he wasn't sure he liked that-he could smell everything, and 


all he wanted to do was curl up and hide. 


But it was best to get things straight in his own mind even if no one else could see the truth, and the first 


object of business was that he was not, under any circumstances, a cat. 
He just happened to be small and furry with a swishing tail and sharp claws. And a devious mind. 


He was going to escape. One way or the other, he was getting out of this little backstage dressing room. It 
fucking -stank- back here. What kind of freak burned incense before a show? Steven fucking Tyler, that was 
who. Axl thought he might be suffocating from the aroma. 


He crossed the room, tail lashing, and leapt at the doorknob. His paws gripped the round thing between their 
soft, leathery pads, and he hung suspended in the air, rear paws scrabbling against the wood of the door as he 
swung himself back and forth, trying to turn the knob. The lock didn't give. The knob didn't turn 


He dropped to the floor, tail snapping like a whip. Goddamn door. Goddamn lock. Goddamn Steven. Goddamn Duff 
and the other Steven. 


He wanted to yell. He wanted to scream. What came out was a high-pitched mewling that grated on his own 


ears. 


Those fuckers, Slash and Izzy, what did they mean by letting him be kidnapped this way? And when he got his 
hands on Elvira-when he -got- hands—he was going to wring her neck till her eyes popped. How long was he 
going to be locked away like this? 


He hopped onto the couch, body arching with the smooth leap, and landed on knotty-threaded cushions. 
Bastards, all of them, he fumed, barely realizing when claws pricked out of his paws and curled into the sofa, 
ripping in and out and tearing up the already shabby threads. When he looked down and saw the damage, he 
felt strangely smug that he'd managed to destroy something of that bastard, cat-thieving singer's. A purr 
warbled in his throat and his eyes narrowed to slits as he began to shred into the couch in earnest. 


By the time he heard the tell-tale click of the door and light flooded the room, the couch had been reduced to 
ribbons and loose threads. He looked up wide-eyed as Steven breezed inside with Joe; how someone managed to 


-breeze- after a two hour show Axl didn't know. 


Brown eyes fell instantly on the couch. "Oh, Jesus Christ" Steven snatched a towel off the back of a chair 


facing a mirror and rubbed at sweat-damp hair. "Had fun, didn't you, you bastard?" 

Axl blinked and purred. 

"When did you get a cat?" Joe asked, crossing the room in two big steps to drop onto the ruined couch. Axl 
leapt up to the couch's arm to keep a safe distance between them. Near-black eyes studied him, and his nose 
twitched. He didn't like being studied. 

"What?" Steven said defensively. "I like cats." 

"Sure. They're the only things not scared of you." 

"What's that supposed to mean?" 

"Nothing." 

"No, what's it supposed to mean?" 


Axl titled his head as Steven crossed the room more slowly than Joe had, one foot mincing in front of the 


other, almost catlike himself. 

"Does that mean you're scared of me?" 

Joe snorted "Yeah, Steven, I'm petrified" 

Steven's eyes narrowed; his lips curled. He seemed ready to pounce, to the point where his fingers twitched at 
his sides. Axl wasn't quite sure what to make of that, but so long as no one was trying to pick him up, he 
didn't particularly care. 

Joe rubbed a hand over his face and stared up at Steven. "Not now." 

Steven didn't slow. "Why not?" 

"I'm tired." 

He stopped, glared. "You're always tired What are you, an old man? Fuck." 


"l'm not always tired." 


"But its always, ‘not now, Steven, ‘I'm tired, Steven, ‘Go away, Steven'" He planted his hands on his hips, wide 
mouth scowling. "If you don't want to fuck me anymore, just fucking say so." 


Axl froze. His eyes darted back and forth between Joe and Steven. What? -What?- Oh, God, it was everywhere. 
-They- were everywhere. First the fucking Crue, the bonehead bassist and airhead singer, then his own fucking 
bassist and drummer, and now in Aerosmith? For fuck's sake, these two were his heroes! He'd listened to their 


music forever, started with bands to be just like them! And now they were a couple of.. 


Joe rolled his eyes and lifted himself halfway off the couch, just enough to snatch the fringe of Steven's shirt 


and yank him down on top of him. 


Axl flew off the couch and stood quivering on the edge of a wooden desk, tail pointing skyward, hair on end. His 


claws dug into the wood. 

Steven squirmed against Joe, pressing kisses against his neck. 

"Stop fucking licking," Joe said irritably, but he half-grinned. 

"Can't," Steven said between licks, hooking his legs around Joe's. "You taste too good." 

"Sick fuck" Joe couldn't hold back the laugh that time. 

Axl thought he might be sick He wondered if cats could throw up. 

"Joe," Steven whined, moaned, long fingers working between them, heading for the front of Joe's pants. 


Axl fled to the bathroom and fought the desperate urge to claw his own eyes and ears to pieces. 


"Dude." Steven grinned against Duff's neck. "I thought you were nuts, but this is great." 

"Yeah." Duff petted him absently. 

"| mean, | fucked up like twice, and nobody's shouting at me." 

Duff smiled. "You want me to yell at you? ‘Cause | can, if you want." 

Steven grinned wider, a classic grin that left no doubt as to his California origins. "Maybe later... 
"God" Slash glowered at them from the doorway. "Can't you save that shit for your room?" 
"Nope! 


"Yeah, well don't get too comfortable." 


"Not like Axl can say anything.” 

"Yeah," Slash said. "But we're getting him back." 

Duff sighed. "Guess it would be hard to keep up the gigs without him." 
"So how do we fix him?" Steven asked. 

Silence. 

"Maybe somebody should talk to Elvira?" 

Deeper silence. 

"Oh, okay. You're scared." 

Duff craned his neck to look at Steven. "Scared?" 

"Why else wouldn't you want to talk to her?" 


Slash grumbled under his breath and sank down on a the coffee table, peering around the backstage room 


through heavy hair. "I'll talk to her. Just not..yet. | want to enjoy this Axl vacation for at least a day or two." 
"What do you want to tell Aerosmith?" Duff asked. 


"Shit, | don't know. The truth. We haven't seen Axl since yesterday. Let him take the shit when he's back" 


Axl slept curled in a ball in the bathroom of the Aerosmith bus-the only place his eyes were safe from the 
sight of Steven and Joe swapping spit (among the less offensive thoughts)-miserable and lonely and choking on 


a hairball. 


The Settling 


When Axl woke up, he was still on Steven's trailer, and he was still a cat. He uncurled his lanky, slinky body and 
edged out from behind the toilet, wrinkling his nose at the dustbunnies that had somehow gotten tangled in his 
whiskers. The thought of having whiskers was too disturbing to think about. 

The bathroom door was open, and he crept out, peering about to make sure the coast was clear. The aisle 


stretched empty-but for Styrofoam cups, guitar picks, and dog-eared books-and welcome before him. At the 
very end, the door to the outside world beamed bright and metallic. 


Tail reaching skyward, Axl darted into the aisle. 

A hand descended from above. He barely had time fore a muffled merrow-hissss before the hand had 
wrapped around his ribcage and he was soaring up through the air. He found himself plopped onto a man's 
chest, separated from skin only by a thin white sheet. He froze. 

Head propped up on the arm bent behind himself, Steven yawned in the cat's face. "Morning, Ollie." 

Ollie? Axl blinked. Slowly. 

"Ollie, Oliver." He yawned again, and the fingers of the hand that had been holding Axl's ribs moved up to rub 
the nape of his neck. Axl twitched. Ollie. He'd been named..Ollie. He thought about scratching. He thought about 
biting. He thought about fleeing. 


A mournful glance over his shoulder showed the trailer door still bright and still metallic. And still, in all 
likelihood, locked. Escape was a beautiful, glittering dream just out of reach of his furry little paws. 


Steven had taken to staring at the ceiling, humming deep in his throat, and Axl liked it better than way, when 
he wasn't being watched. He still didn't appreciate the hand on his- 


Ears. The fingers moved to the base of his ears and rubbed harder. 
Axl's eyes closed into slits. Oh..God.. 


It was good. He didn't know how to describe it, the warm, lazy pleasure seeping into his body from where those 


fingers rubbed. He felt..delicious. 
He'd turned his head before he ever realized it, pushed himself more firmly against the hand. The fingers 
obliged, scratching behind his ears, running down the sides of his neck to knead the fur-covered muscles of his 


neck. Half-joyous, half-horrified, he refused to open his eyes any wider. 


"Decided to come around, huh?" 


He settled for a weak glower, and arched against the hand as it stroked down his back, tugged playfully on his 
tail. The hand's heat left him, and without thinking, he whirled around, found it and shoved his head under it, 
forcing Steven to stroke down his spine again And oh, it felt so absolutely wonderful. 


His throat was working strangely, gritting on itself, and his chest rumbled. The rumble filled the air like a 
rusty motor, and he widened his eyes finally, disbelieving. Embarrassment slid through him, but not enough to 


keep him from arching once more against those wonderful fingers. 


He was purring. 


Fingers locked around the neck of his bottle of Jack, Slash climbed the steps of the biggest Aerosmith trailer. 
He wasn't drunk. Or if he was, he would have come even if he hadn't been. Even though it was when he was 
drunk that he found himself seeking Axl out the most, when he was wasted that he found himself plopping 
down beside Axl, leaning-accidentally, of course, why else would he?-against Axl's shoulder, falling against him, 
hanging on him for support. 


Twilight blinked around him, and he peered right and left. No one was there; Steven and Joe had gone into the 
city, and the roadies had all gathered around the other bus. There was no one here to witness his stupidity. 


He tugged the door open and stepped out of half-light into darkness. The door clanged shut after him. He 
fumbled around for a light switch, tripped over something small and crunchy in the dark before he found it. 


No beer cans, was his first thought. There was an empty pizza box on one corner of the table, but no beer 
cans, no whiskey bottles, no syringes laying around and threatening to stab into the sole of your foot. Nothing 
but normal trash. That was fucked up. 


The cat sat on top of the bench built into the wall beside the table. It stared back him, perfectly calm, as 


though it had sensed his coming before he ever opened the door. 
He couldn't, for the life of him, think of the cat as Axl. 


"Hey," he said anyway, just to be safe, and waded through crap to come sit on the bench opposite the cat. It 


followed his movements with its eyes, never moving its head. 
He downed a swallow of his whiskey. 
When he set it down on the table, the cat was still looking at him. "Stop it," he said. 


The cat's nose twitched, but its eyes remained steadily fixed on him. 


"Fucker. You are just like him." 


A single ear swiveled. He could almost hear the deep voice, calm and edgy at the same time: Just like who, 


Slash? 
Green eyes cut through him. Red fur gleamed softly in false trailer lights. 


He told himself not to. He told himself, just in case, that it was a really, really bad idea. But he couldn't help it. 
Maybe he was drunk already. 


He reached out and touched the cat. And the cat let him. In Slash's mind, that was the ultimate proof that the 
cat wasn't Axl, and he was stupid ever to have thought. Because Axl never, ever would have let Slash touch 
him. Whereas this cat, though it tensed under his hand, didn't run, didn't scratch. It looked away and let Slash 
pet it. 


Then he stroked down its spine, and the cat arched against his hand, purred, and Slash yanked his hand back as 
though it had bitten him. 


Green eyes had gone deep aquamarine, hazy and needy at the same time. Slash had seen that look before, just 


twice before, but both times had been in Axl's eyes. 


The first time Axl was young, with his gone-to-hell hair and angry face, and a girl had gone down on him in 
front of everyone, and he was young enough then for it to be the wildest thing ever. 


And the second time had been when he was stoned out of his mind, and Slash was drunk, but not drunk enough 
to forget the look on Axl's face when he crawled close and they stared at each other, and breathed on each 
other. Axl hadn't protested when Slash leaned in, when he pushed him into the floor. He might claim to have no 
memory, and laugh in Slash's face ever after but- No, Slash wouldn't forget that look. Ever. 


The cat blinked lazily, shaking its head as it to startle itself out of a dream. It edged back a few inches and 
regained some of its distant regality. 


Slash watched the cat's eyes until the look had completely faded. 
The door clanged open, and someone burst inside. 


"Just give me a goddamn second, Joe, | forgot-" Steven paused to stare at the guitarist seated at his table. 
"Hey. What the fuck are you doing in my trailer, man?" 


"Nothing." Slash swallowed, and scrambled off the bench. "Nothing," he muttered again, and fled with his Jack. 


The Conclusion 


Author's Notes: 
Yes, | know, the ending sucks, but I'm far too lazy to think up something better. A huge THANKS! to everybody 


who reviewed, or just plain read it. 


Axl slept with Steven. He didn't especially want to, but the bathroom just smelled too bad, and every other 
surface in the trailer was too hard. He found a bag of kettle-cooked potato chips that softened the floor, but 


crunched with every breath he drew. 


And Steven didn't seem to mind when he hopped on the foot of his bunk, or when he steadily shifted so that 
he was inching further up on the bed, until he was settled on the pillow next to Steven's head. The pillow was 
the softest, and fit his curled-up body perfectly. Nor could he quite complain about the hand that came up to 


run over his shoulders and back, or the fingers that rubbed at his ears. 


He woke with the morning sunlight streaming through the window, to find himself off the pillow. He was, in 
fact, crushed against Steven's side and half buried under an arm. He could smell an old, half-cleaned aroma of 


body odor, and some deep musk that seemed uniquely Steven 


He wormed out from under the arm, wondering that he hadn't been squashed or suffocated during the night. 
Nature called, and he dashed into the bathroom. He hopped onto the toilet and balanced with four legs braced 


on the round rim. 


Steven shuffled into the cubicle, yawning and grumbling under his breath, just as Axl jumped down from the 
toilet. He gave the cat a stare, mumbled something about "..weird fuckers.." and pushed the cat out of the 
way so he could piss into the toilet. 


After a breakfast of stale Snickers bars and even more stale Fruit Loops without the benefit of milk-Axl 
pondered briefly how much junk food it would take to kill him at this size-Steven returned to his bunk to flop 
down and page through a five-year-old copy of Rolling Stone. Axl wandered around the trailer until he got 
more bored than usual, then hopped onto the bunk beside him and lay in a patch of sunlight. He expected the 
day to creep by, but he fell into an odd dozing state, drifting in and out of contented sleep, rousing only briefly 
in the afternoon when the trailer stopped and Steven left. 


Slash didn't show up for sound check, and while Guns and Aerosmith frantically searched for him, he steadily 
kept searching New York City. But no one knew where Elvira had gone; no one seemed aware she had ever been 
in the city. 

After eight hours of searching-interrupted only for a hot dog with everything on it, so disgusting it had ended 
up in a trash bin after two bites-he stalked into a bar and collapsed with a beer. He could have used 
something stronger, but he hadn't thought to bring much cash, and the hot dog had wasted the last of it. He 
suspected "dog" really was one of the ingredients. 

He sighed, and stuffed his hair into a rubber band; he'd signed more than enough autographs for one day. 


"Well," an amused voice said from behind him. "You're not a real persistent guy, are you?" 


Elvira. He knew it before he turned to look over his shoulder. She was dressed normally, or close to it, in black 


slacks and a blouse. Her eyes were still too-heavily lined, and her hair still looked distinctly Addams Family. 
"Oh," he said, and felt distinctly stupid. "Hi." 

She smirked. "Hi" She settled onto the stool next to him, crossing one leg over the other. 

"| was looking for you." 

"I know. The question is: Why?" 

"| need him back. Axl, | mean. We need you to turn him back into..Axl. Reverse whatever spell you put on him" 
He didn't feel quite comfortable with words like spell. Spells meant witches, and he didn't want to imagine that 
this woman really was a witch. Because..that was too fucked up. 

"-You- need him back" She smiled. "Well, why? And you'd better have one hell of a reason 

‘| do. l'm just not sure what it is." He took a pull of his bottle. "Well, he can't exactly sing the way he is." 

"Not something that concerns me." 

"And he's kind of our band leader." 

"But none of you appreciate whatever twisted role he plays." 

"And he, uh.." His mind drew a blank. He tried to think about Axl, about what crucial roles Axl played. He yelled 
a lot. He wrote really beautiful, suicidal lyrics. And when he wasn't yelling, he had a great smile. Nice white 


teeth. Crinkly skin around green eyes. Eyes that could shine when they wanted to. When he was happy. Slash 
shrugged. "He smiles pretty well. Can't do that as a cat." 


Elvira tapped her foot. "And?" 


And he makes adorable gasping noises when he's really turned on? That when's he's really into it, he's like a 


tiger in heat, wild and a little bit mean. But he couldn't tell her that. 

"Well, he, uh, I." 

"Hmm?" 

He stared at her. "I, uh, might..miss him." 

Elvira tilted her head. "Oh?" 

"Yeah," he said defiantly. "| miss him. So the fuck what." 

"That's what l'm asking you." 

"Look" He was getting really sick of this, of her. All he wanted was a singer who didn't meow. Was that so 
much to ask? "I know what you all think of Axl. You think he's an asshole. You think he's a little prick who gets 
off screaming at people. But he's not always like that. He can be a really great guy. If he cares about you, he'll 
stand up for you, no matter what. He'll fight to the fucking death for you, you know? If you need help, he'll 
help. If you need somebody to listen, he'll listen" He half stood, hands planted on the bar, and wondered when 
he'd gotten so angry. "The rest of you dumb fucks don't know anything about Axl. Why don't you all just back 
the fuck off?" 


"| seeeee.." She propped a hand under her chin. "So basically, you want Axl back because you love him." 


Slash slumped back onto the stool. "Fuck you. Whatever." Maybe it wasn't a smart idea to tell a witch to fuck 
off. Maybe now she'd turn him into an ugly, shaggy black alley cat. 


"Am | wrong?" 
"| said whatever." 


"By which | take it that you haven't told him. Let me guess. He'd take it about as well as he took finding out 
about your bandmates. Well, | really don't know what you see in such a little bastard, but..." 


He looked up suspiciously 
"| guess it can be done." She smiled smugly. "For a price, of course." 


"My life's blood? Firstborn son? Bat wings?" 


"Sorry. Don't do trade. But l'Il take fifty dollars." 
"Oh. Um. Can | send you a check?" 


Elvira sighed heavily. "| suppose. But if you don't, keep in mind that | can transport an erectile dysfunction spell 


over great distances. 
"Right." He swallowed. "I'll send it" 


"Well, then. Consider it done." 


Axl came slowly, slowly awake. He yawned, pink tongue uncurling from between his teeth. He stretched, dug his 
nails into the pillow. Merrowled, and stretched some more, felt the blankets rub against his skin. His skin. 


His skin 
He opened his eyes. He stared at the white pillow dotted with red cat hairs. Stared at the short nails curling 
into the fabric. At the long fingers attached to the nails. The hands. The arms. The silky lengths of red hair 


spilling over his shoulders. 


He licked his tongue around his teeth and found them large, blunt. He tried to lash his tail in his unease, but 


nothing moved. 
He was human. He was human 
And not alone. 


He turned his face, blinked at the man staring back at him. Steven covered a wide yawn with one hand. 


"Morning." 

Axl stared back. Nerves twitched in every part of his body. Every part of his naked body. To be a cat on a 
man's pillow was one thing. To be a naked man in another naked man's bed was entirely different. He wasn't 
quite sure how to extract himself from the situation. 

"So." Steven dropped flat on his back, but didn't stop staring at him. "| guess you know Elvira 


Axl kept staring. 


| spent a night as a skunk once. It was fun. Joe didn't like it so much. So..." He whistled through his teeth. 


Axl wasn't sure what he was feeling. Something like embarrassment and cold. And regret. For what? He could 
have scoffed. Lying around all day like a lazy bitch waiting for Steven to come home and use those magic 
fingers on him? 

Maybe. 

"Planning on saying anything?" 

He blinked again. The nightmare was over. Then why did he feel so..disappointed? He buried his face in the pillow. 


"Hey." A hand touched his shoulder. The warmth was nice. "You okay? What's the matter with you?" 


He tried to bury deeper and found he had nowhere to go. Nowhere but back to normal. And maybe..normal 


wasn't so great. 

"Ollie?" 

He smiled bitterly against the pillow, so Steven couldn't see. Then he gnawed his lower lip. 

He lifted his head. Just an inch. Keeping his face hidden in the pillow. He mumbled two words. 

"Huh?" Steven said, leaning close to hear. 

"Pet-me." His face burned crimson, and his words came out garbled from disuse. "Just, uh, once. Then I'll, uh, 
go. But, | mean, you don't have to. l-if its too gross." He thought about what Steven had done with Joe and 
decided the chances of it being gross were minimal. His skin felt bare without fur. He was cold and starting to 
shiver, though it wasn’t cold at all. "Just-l won't tell anyone. And you won't. Just-pet me." 


"Oh. Yeah. Sure." 


Fingers settled on the back of his head and stroked down. Axl pressed his face into the pillow until he couldn't 
breathe. He purred. 


